Chrysalis °*" 


This spring, I watched the sacred rebirth of what was once a common, leaf munching, 
caterpillar. Nature TV pales in contrast to observing the live spectacle. After spending 
months attached to a tree branch, the pupae split birthing a living thing, which struggled 
very hard to free itself. After emerging the womb, a butterfly perched atop the vacant 
shell, but it did not yet look like what one normally sees fluttering about on a spring day. 
Wet and crumpled — it rested briefly before resuming with intention its great effort to 
become. Acquainting itself with a new body, the being learned to use it by exercising 
appendage muscles of legs, antennae, etc by slowly extending, retracting, and stretching 
them. Upon regaining enough strength and energy, the creature laboriously unfurled wet, 
crepe paper blobs into wings. Using slow, rhythmic, flapping motions they finally 
hardened into brightly colored, finished forms. By the by, a black, iridescent yellow, 
blue and red butterfly completed a short first flight and landing. It rested briefly then 
made a self-assured, second flight followed by a touch-n-go landing before gracefully 
flying away to freedom; the whole process was a holy experience for me. It is important 
to note that a human’s nature is to help; a wise one learns to recognize when ‘helping’ is 
harmful and that doing nothing is a best action in most situations. Assisting the butterfly 
in any way during rebirth creates great suffering that cripples to destroy it, so it is with 
people: an intention to help mostly results in terrible pain and harm. A person must 
personally learn to experience life struggles for proper development, and the universe 
blesses one with such miracles each day. The benefit is priceless, to look for and expect 
a blessing in all things. The consequence of ignoring them is crippling and destructive. 
An alcoholic or addict is much like a butterfly from chrysalis; immature, undeveloped, 
crumpled and wet when he or she emerges into the reality of sobriety after living in a 
cocoon. As with any rebirth, soberness is a courageous struggle to free oneself from a 
common human frailty afflicting everyone. The task is moment by moment. 
Nevertheless, it is a joyous awakening for any person who does exercise new body 
muscles for the first time; to unfurl and dry-out his or her wings of abstinence then clear- 
headedly experience the open sky of sobriety. The butterfly is free. 


